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	Allies

My fingers toyed with the frayed edges of my sleeves, a heavy sigh falling from my lips. I lifted my head, glancing around the dingy tavern.

The bard stood before the fire, singing merrily to the two warriors that rested with tankards of mead in their hands. The woman behind the bar glanced over at me, her brow furrowing.

I had been here for an hour, waiting. I hadn't ordered anything, I hadn't asked for a room. I had just waited.

Suddenly, the door swung open, allowing a hooded figure to swagger in. The bard paused in his retelling of Ragnar the Red, smiling at Brynjolf as he moved over to me. "Can I get you anything? We got good mead and fresh meat," Brynjolf politely turned the woman down and sat across from me. He pushed his hood back, his stringy red hair reflecting the firelight.

"Evening lass," he muttered, grinning at me. "Evening," I replied, still pulling at the free strands of thread. Brynjolf scoffed, shaking his head at me. "I don't know what you're so tense about lass. Everything is going to be fine," He stated, pushing my fidgeting fingers away from my tattered armor. I sighed once more, my eyes lifting to meet his.

"How do you know that Brynjolf? I have a good reason to be tense; the Guild and the Companions have never gotten along. Why in oblivion would they want to negotiate being allies?" I hissed, my brow furrowing. Brynjolf shrugged, his grin still in place.

I glared at him across the table, making him chuckle softly. "Bryn, I'm serious. We can't trust them, there is no telling what they are planning to do," I said softly. Brynjolf was quiet for a moment, his smile slowly fading. "I know that lass. I trust them about as much as I would trust a Falmer." He replied, leaning back in his chair.

We fell silent, waiting for the Companions. It was nearly another hour before they walked through the door.

You could tell who they were the moment they stepped in.

They were heavily armored, both with long swords strapped to their backs. One of them was stronger than the other, that was clear enough just from looking at them. The stronger one had long dark hair and sharp eyes that seemed to glow in the dim light.

The second seemed more relaxed than the first, his hair just as dark but not as long. Both of them had heavy bags under their eyes, seeming to be from lack of sleep. Almost instantly, they spotted Brynjolf and I. I leaned forward, hiding my eyes under my hood as they approached.

"Are you two with the Thieves Guild?" The stronger one asked. "Aye, you two with the Companions?" Brynjolf asked. They nodded, pulling up chairs from the empty table next to us. The strong one sat next to me, the other sat closer to Bryn.

"Might as well get introductions out of the way. I'm Brynjolf, the lass is Tarmoa." Brynjolf stated, nodding to me. I didn't react to his words, I simply kept my head down and watched the two from under my hood. "I'm Vilkas, this is my brother, Farkas," Brynjolf nodded to them, sighing lightly. "Now, what is it you called us here to discuss?" Bryn asked, crossing his arms over his chest.

Vilkas was the one to speak. "As I'm sure we are all aware of, the Companions and the Thieves Guild have never been allies. We want to change that." He said simply.

Brynjolf's grin returned. "Is that it then? Here to make new friends?" He asked, looking over at me.

Again, I didn't react.

"Not exactly," Vilkas muttered, glancing at his brother. "We need help finding the pieces of Ysgramor's axe. Lately, they've been more difficult to find and we know that your Guild has contacts all over Skyrim." Brynjolf was quiet, his eyes narrowing slightly.

"Say we do help you, what's in it for us?" He asked. Farkas and Vilkas shared a look before turning back to Brynjolf. "We are willing to help you get anything you want. If there is an expensive artifact that we have access to, it's yours. If you need help roughing up a shop owner, you can call on us." Vilkas offered.

Once again, Brynjolf looked over at me. I raised my head and looked him in the eyes, my uncertainty clear on my face. "If you two will give us a moment, I need to speak with Tarmoa outside," Brynjolf said, standing. I followed, walking after him as he stepped out into the night.

"What do you think?" Bryn asked, leaning against the wall next to the door. I shook my head, sighing heavily. "It seems almost too good to be true. Find a few bits of an old axe then get the Companions services for free? There has to be some sort of catch, there always is." I stated, my voice quiet. "Not always, lass. There are times when people simply want to help us," Bryn suggested.

I gave him a pointed look, making him chuckle. "There is no honor among thieves Tarmoa, and the Companions are all about fighting for honor. They wouldn't have come to us unless they are stupid or desperate. We should just accept, see what happens." Bryn said, turning and walking back inside.

I shook my head, crossing my arms.

I could stop him. He would say yes no matter what, but something inside me said this wasn't a good idea.

My chin tilted back and I looked up at the sky. There were no clouds tonight. The stars were thrown across the sky, almost carelessly. They fell into a beautiful formation as they flickered, making me smile. Even if this was a bad idea, Bryn was right. All I could do was sit back and watch as destiny unfolded.

I let out a heavy breath and moved back inside the inn, just in time to see Bryn and Vilkas shaking hands. Bryn had a smirk on his face and Vilkas was grinning. Farkas stood behind his brother, glaring fiercely at Brynjolf.

Slowly, I walked up to them, avoiding Farkas as he turned his glare on me. It was clear that he didn't trust us. He had a good reason not to. Only a fool would trust a thief.

"We'll send word out immediately, to all of our contacts. We'll find the remaining pieces of the axe before the frost sets in." Bryn said, looking over at me. "Don't hesitate to call on us if you need us. We will never turn down a job from the Thieves Guild," Vilkas said, nodding to his new ally.

I watched the two leave, a frown on my face. "Why did Farkas seem so angry?" I asked, looking to Brynjolf once they were out the door. "They had one more term, one that Farkas didn't like." I stared at him, my eyes narrowing as I waited for an explanation. "I agreed that we would offer a thief to work for them if they never felt they needed it," Bryn stated.

"What?!" I cried, anger flooding my veins. The woman behind the bar jumped in surprise and the bard stopped singing. The few people in here stared at us, waiting for a conflict to break out. "Control yourself Tarmoa," Bryn growled, his smile missing.

I lowered my head and turned my back on him, stomping outside. Brynjolf was on my heels, a tense silence falling between us. I moved quickly, attempting to put distance between Bryn and I, but he matched my pace, keeping himself by my side.

When we reached the graveyard, I stopped.

Brynjolf kept walking for only a moment before looking back at me. "I'm going to go for a walk. I need some time to think," I announced, turning and strutting away from him. I heard Bryn take in a breath as he prepared to protest, but I was out of sight before he could speak.

**Good evening everyone.**

**I hope you have enjoyed chapter one. **

**Chapter two will be out soon.**

**I probably won't update every week.**

**But I will update as frequently as I can.**

**Also, this story will have nothing to do with the Dovahkiin. There may be dragons later on, but I am not sure yet.**

**In this story, Brynjolf is in charge of the Thieves Guild.**

**And the Companions are still without a Harbinger. **

**Just so you know. **

**Also, Tarmoa is my Dovahkiin, but she will not be playing that part in this story.**

**So I will ask you to respect her.**

**Farewell.**

**-Insanity**


End file.
